FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
mountains. We were led to the Mir's summer villa, which
had a terrace ornamented with stuffed ibex. In a shady
orchard where ripe apples were falling with a plop, two tents
had been prepared for us. The visitors' book lay on a table
and amongst many famous British names I found also
"Henri Montagnier, Valais," He was an American of Swiss
origin.
At noon, a salute of guns announced the arrival of Colonel
Lang, the British Resident in Kashmir. He visited this out-
of-the-way valley only every four years. Now he was accom-
panied by the Political Agent from Gilgit and with them was
the Mir* The latter had his beard dyed with henna. He wore
gold-rimmed spectacles and on his head the national woollen
cap. They passed under a streamer that said: "A Thousand
Welcomes," the drums rolled and some natives executed a
sabre-and-buckler dance while others waved banners.
Peter and I had been afraid that these distinguished
persons would be in uniform and disapproving of our so very
worn expedition kit. But nothing of the kind! Everything
was done with charming simplicity, and a few days later we
all together were laughing over our fears, for they and we
had become the best of friends. George Kirkbride even made
a confession. When he learned that the correspondent of
The Times was due to arrive in company with a woman, he
made up his mind that I would prove to be fat and forty and
that Peter, representing the austere Times, wo*ild have an
"inquisitive stoop" and be wearing spectacles.
From the time of our arrival in Baltit, we lived, thanks to
our new friends, like people in story-books. At nightfall the
mountain shone with a thousand fires. The natives, having
done a three or four hours' climb from the village, lighted
hundreds of oil lamps on the rocky ridges. The effect was
prodigious. Beneath a sky in which the stars shone with an
icy gleam, there was something infernal about all those
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